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What Was Poor, Beautiful Jobyna

Arthur Stringer Told Her That He
Adored Her, and Then Wrote That

Women Weren’t Necessary to Poets-

COULD Any Wife Stand For It?

Wrote he, and on this ons In that gorgeous gown." But that Jld not pre-

oceaslon what he sald and vent her findilng among the notes, when she

what he wrote were Identical, placed his desk in order that afterncon, the note

. . 2 else Miss Howland, always unmistakably in his handwriting:

Mr. Stringer Was P"'."l'"‘F; F‘"lj :!" Praised Her Beauty an imperlous besuty, might “Woman finding herseil with no resourcs
wd Then He Enlonmd ure Ugliness. Mrs, Stringer not have coneidered his early, excepl to appeal to her posseasor’'s imagina-
Sew Him Running in & Circle Around the Two Constantly. impassioned, almost prema- tion, was coerced Into & display of those at-
\ ture proposal, tributes which would most effectively and

o gnd down Broadway, whera beautiful “Lips that curve dellclously, vividly car- permanently placate a somewhat capriclous
sobyns Howland I8 playing in “The Paint. mine, hiding Hogarth's four line of beauty: master, She acquired the dazzle habit. And
of Womsn;" and throughout the book challenging, imperious, tender, eyes that are as mating becams mors competitive she real-

) : gtringer's latest book, “The tender, tawny, shadowy, tigerish, one moment ized the advantage of ornamentation, of add-

i vhere Arthur & % the eves of Artemis of the Arcadlans, and ing fictitious value to her person by the
* 15 sccounted a classic of criminology, the next those of the brooding Juno of the things with which she adorned it. Out of this
”.nguuined gossip that has passed into Romans, sometimes languorously alert, some- was born the parade instinct In woman.”

: “The Btringers heve geparated.” timeg Indolently museful, quiescently sorrow- She gasped when ghe discovered the title under

P ful, yet opalescent always. with dormant and which he gatherad this and other self-illuminat-

s wesk Arthur S‘lﬂ;ﬂ; thg m:t"bﬁa;:;m dangerous fires; hair that i{s golden, heavy, ing remarks, It was “The Woman Barbarous.”

j wrelist, Jeft New York and establis o luxuriant, like that of Homer's Helen; & neck Whiit confd & woman belleves.  He sald thi.

i H 0 hDaL;l;iLL :]:;; v::tl:ﬂThe con;ez;t 3:-, gkﬂ tttclle td“-‘:leglﬁﬁ‘; ";rg:an:élhfl;lﬂﬂ:-; 2‘;}1 he wrote that, and he refused to explain the

. ftringer; objec a vorce. Irlen roated, towerlike; 2 incongruity, Brood!ng, she declded that he could

dh gy “It {5 & pity, after twelve years to- broad, not unliks Venus of Milo, with the not. The differences were Irreconcilable. She

n'a triend remembers that already ;ﬂldn‘*?: ‘d’f l:he classic P{“}"lﬁlz‘! ﬂ“l":“‘r:ad"a‘l‘: had married & monster, a monster of inconsist-
0 umanize Yy & womanis mpie; ' ency! Verlly, the inconsistencies of men are great
w l!p&l‘iled twlee and recalls the saw truth, tall as a daughter of the gndg. tall tle th =
'ml.h.'l.rd time being the effectiva one In enough to have delighted one of thosa old ?.anwd[msn}'. whila Wigse, 0F womSiare sall ind
§ merprises, And in chorus they exclaim: E;:z?: 1:'h?he}crlia:-:‘;;rnor$r?;m:h{fre:i?:nt:; “The graate}z;t thing in the world is a woman
ame her. Remember how and you are the grealest of all women,"” her noet
“ml un:ﬁ_:nt: ;:::“;! aw:n:f:m R Acropolis; tempestuous, subdued, affectionate, spouse might rhapeodize, but of what avail was
i3 Bt Mr. Stringer was e:e = toll of tiiran!nit;al.tloﬂng, ‘I’f‘*""rg"&“““- ’J‘:le?blga that when there struck her as a blow from a
& A W r suspected o he last strange gift o e gods—a lov age surmounted by his name:
mhiibtulness, nor even fiirtatiousness. Banish woman!” 5 g--Tha nnaqutvo:allr great women of re-
lgught! But he kept continually saying one mﬂﬂ h%r;”:’m °f;he"- ‘m?d of i““““s :h” marﬂ;d corded time could be inscribed on a sheet of
. m. Al woman would not we man who aper bi than this printed page.”
¥ :3“;!‘1:! agother, and Mrs. Stringer, declared himself upon such a platform as that? Rnl; thi?-e aﬁ;!;,c;amd neithef her m‘:,,g nor any
- s own by her professional name, They were marrled and lived happily, for a hint of her in the list that followed.

i i never knew where she stood in year or two; might have lived happily ever after. Man the Irresponsible. Hvery woman loves

!_i‘mtor affection of her author spouse. But Mr. Stringer would write. Their first quarral to hear the man of her heart say: "Angel of 7
fared 0o human rival, but was jealons of oocurred becauss of a line she discovered in his goodness, I worshlp you." But why should Mr.

fse Of o surpassing beauty herself, ghe manusecript, She had glanced at it to see that Btringer waste valuable breath {n such assertions

N5 o the nf't-qu;:lled "ym'mger nothing was amiss in her lord's spelling or pune- when in his Irish poems he finishes his verses on

. dread 2 tuatlon when she encountered this:

" jreitler yoman” “Uigly women make the best matches. The “Wimmin Folk” with this:

g who were often termed “the handsomest beauly attracts the sort of man who marrles F%: W‘henttfe“ut love ?he wﬂl. my l?dt.t
Ly e : actresses or show girls, the kind who 1ikes ey re thrue to nayther law mor letter.

QIR fvided upon the rock of to display his matrimonial spoils.” "Tis when they're most disheartenin’ bad

Fhubend's llterary Inconsistencies! By the
Mgnities petween what he did and what he
e wers they parted,
Mer the position of Mrs, Stringer. Denver
SEf 8g0 crowned her lis most beautiful girl.
ks Dang Glbeon chose her for a model and
R her divina helght, glx feet two Inches, her
MAly uptllt of the chin, her supercllious curve
(B lips, that inspired him to draw the type
MW first of the long chaln of typleal girls,
Uaon glrl  Blie met Arthur Stringer at a
J 80d artlstic assemblage in Washington
; 8 artists and writing folk are wont
e The poet fall Instantly in love with
¥ made famous by Gibson's crayon.
' hl:amurd he wrote his impressions of
*and, which were goon quoted in print.

L] l“d.u fits 0‘ 3 E =
“ H.." P viclent rage over trifles,
~ALVAYs uﬁz:ﬁ:"’ﬂi Had Told His Wife

You, 1, ,

E toods D:?;&dt- happily for him to

" Wrote Mr. Stringer.

ber, &:"‘f developed since man first con-

F

of Pyyy Devotion Is to Keep n
l“l'l'l'lll'l and E::ut Him to Be
Siringer After Vowing Enar-

“My dear,” reports of that first quarrel have Ye'll learn to love such angeis betther.”

it, Mrs. Stringer sald, looking at him with eyes *

that were “tawny, shadowy, tlgerlsh, the eyes Mr. Btringer grew quite accustomed to hearing

of Artemis of the Arcadians,” “whom have you s halt-sobbing exclamation, “Oh, Arthur!” after

quoted here?” hig wife had cot the leaves of his latest book, .
The author, lookdng up from the pipe insepar or had dipped into his latest magazine article.

able from his work, responded, ““From your lord And having nothing to say, he sald {t. But next

and master, my dear” day he wrote: *“Who can restrain a poet? Him-

self Jeast of all.”
“It is because Jobyna persists In staying on
thl;.- stage,” was t.h;f tignjectukr? of a few friends,
when they heard e packing of many deter-
tn?tr;:::tb:r:l?hggrt?}fapnogf ;E:t“::'?ntl:;l‘::;rt;:: mined trunks in the Btringer household, But long
gettling into & big chair by the fice, fell into an ago the poet withdrew hls objection to his beau
{ndifferent but loud slumber. tiful wife's gracing the boards, True, he pre-
' ferrad his quiet plpe by the fire, six months 2

“But In your apostrophe of me, written befora
our marriage, you declared a lovely woman is the
last great gift of the gods. Which do you mean?”

Mrs. Stringer played an emotlonal role, pass- year on the home farm at Cedar Springs, Canada,
ing from tears to rage. Could her sleeping spouss a permanent roof, a growing family, but this is
havae seen her he would have acknowledged that an age of Individpalism, and he recognlzed his
he wrote the truth when he sald her eyes are wifa's right to develop her {ndlviduality.

“tigerish.,” But brief is the storm in early mar-
ried life, and Mrs., Stringer forgot, or seamed
to forget. No woman ever does forget.

Tt was that pen of his, that runaway pen, that
rlways outstripped his tongue, that made h's
1ifa and works a trial balance sheet, eriascrossed

I4ike most poets Artbur Stringer could make
iivs ad thougt? Ro were botn. to It ~And he #id. :{ltathw:;rsolrs. they agres caused the parting of
If Mrs, Stringer asked the feminine and wifely She heard him vow love undying, eternal, and
question “Do you still love me?"” he wonld answer: watched him write rollieking verse inspired by
“1 will adore you until lh‘e last drop of blood has the cartoon of & man standing beside a tomb-
pessed from my heam,” or in phrase equally stone of his wife, watch in impatient hand.

poetical and impossible. He lauded her beauty. He told her it was a

Yet there would stare at his wife from a page gift of th
e gods. IHe said he was proud to be
of & magazine in an article slgned by her llegn the husband of one of the most heautiful woman
the traitorous sentiment: i ' Amarion, . Bt ho wobs thins

“No woman should plume herself on a
poet’s love. To him she s merely the key
that unlocks hig imagination.”

“The beautiful woman beglng lifa wrong.
If she has intellect it atrophles through inac-
tlon, for to succeed she has only to smile,

With finger on the telitale page and tawny for a time, n very little time, as comparad
eyes flashing, the anthor's wife would say: “Do with the long stratch of a woman's ?lf:?‘
you mean this?" And he, elusive one, wo?lld re- Who can blama Mrs. Stringer {f she muttersd
ply, with a smile designed to be engaging: “Dear “Wretch!"” through her et teeth as viclously as
est, does not a maen always mean what he did the villain In tha theatre where she was
writes?" Playing.
“Then he doesn’t mean what he says?” she He might vow eterna] fidelity, but of what
wonld demand, Again she received the uneatis- avall when he wrote for this newspaper:
tying response of & chuckle followed by a enore. “The beautiful woman wins a husband. The
When she wore s handsome new Paris crea- ugly woman keeps him.”
tion” he would say: “My darling, I Jove you Mrs. Stringer had a healthy ambition for con-

tined success on the siage.
Yet her husband wrote:

“The ugly women are the
prize winners of the world.
Who so great ns Bernhardt,
and who so ugly and of so
compelling fascination?”

And since Mrs. Stringer
didn't kmnow which state-
ments he meant, oral or
written, and since Mr. Strin-
ger didn't seem to Lknow, or
wouldn't admit he did, Mr.
Stringer has gane to Detrolt,
gnd Mrs, Stringcr remaing in
New York. After a year,
probably divorce, with Mr.
Stringer's verses and essays
88 corespondents.
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Arthur Stringer, the Distinguished Writer,
Whbse Literary Ideas Have Broken Up His
—
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